JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
Monday, February zznd.
Friday, Saturday and Sunday I corrected " These Twain " and
cut it from 128,000 to 100,000 words.
Saturday, March 6th.
Marguerite went to London on Monday, and I (in the car, and
taking Michaelis) went Tuesday. Michaelis had to go to Brain-
tree for an ' explosives course', and un nomm& Rogers came here
to take his place. Miss Weeley, as usual, came to stay in the
house during our absence.
Committee meeting of Allies Wounded as usual on Tuesday
afternoon. Before that, lunch with Eve at R. Thames Yacht
Club. Good club, with good bedrooms to be had. Met there
an infernal bore, red-faced, middle-aged man, owner of a fair-
sized and smart cutter at Brightlingsea. He said a vast number
of silly things. " When I trust a person, and that person breaks
his faith—especially if he belongs to the working-classes—then
I'm death on him. Now the son of my steward—my steward
•that I had for 25 years and who venerated me; he kissed my
hand when I went to see him when he was ill in bed etc.—now
the son of that steward," etc. etc.
Dinner with Atkinses as guests, at Treviglio's. Then to
Coliseum, but there wasn't a seat. Then to Alhambra which
was almost empty. A ghastly show. Wet night. Wednesday,
National Gallery. Rickards. He and M. lunched at Appen-
rodt's. I lunched alone. Afternoon, tea at Cedric's. Betty
and M. went to theatre together, I dined alone at Reform, and
listened to some amazingly dull talk by 3 old jossers at table
next to mine. Cedric came to see me there. Thursday, I had
Masterman, L. G. Brock and Lanchester x to lunch, and the last
explained admirably his scheme for finding work for prof, classes
by making surveys of towns. Afterwards when Masterman and
I were alone, I expressed to him my notion of the way he had
been treated, and he seemed rather, touched. He told me that
Kitchener was no great shakes. Obstinate, not open to new
ideas; no great brain power. But he had the quality of acknow-
ledging that he was wrong, after an interval. Tea at Rickards.
M. and I dined at C. P. Trevelyan's. F. W. Hirst, editor of
Economist] Noel Buxton, with a new and beautiful wife.
1 Architect and partner of Edwin Rickards in the Sim of Lanchester
.and Rickards.
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